[22/01/18] [17:15:58] - 


Title: An Aged Tome II 


Author: The Order of Akalabeth 


It was a beautiful land. 
The gentle waters lapped 
against the shore. The ice 
crystals dance in the pale 
sunlight. It was pure, 
much like Sarah it's self. 
It was pure. 

"Gather for me” he said 
the first eve. "From the 
highest bank of snow ye 
can find, one vial full. 
For those are thy tears, 
the tears that have 
fallen for thy lost loves.” 
That eve as she mulled 
over tomes of arcane 
nature, she left the small 
cottage they had stayed 
in, and journied to the 
highest bank of snow she 
could find. As she climbed 
it the wind beat against 
her exposed skin, Causing 
tears to well in her eyes, 
and just as she reached 
the top, they began to 
fall. One by one they fell 
into the snow below her. 
Causing a odd formation. 
It was that snow she 
gathered and placed in 

the vial, taking it back 
to the man. 


That night they feasted, 
and he told her of his 
love for her. Which 
caused her of course to 


recoil. 

"I will not have another 
die for my love” she 
whispered to him. 


"If I die Sarah, it will be 
of my own choosing, and 

by Fate's hand. It is 
nothing that ye will do. 
Now rest tomorrow we 
journey once more.” 


And so they slept, 
awakening the next 

morning before sunrise. 
Packing their things, they 
set out once more. This 
time to A Cave of Fire. 


"Bring to me Sarah” he 
said as he kissed her 
forehead. "Bring to me a 
vial of lava. From the 
very heart of this cave. 
The heat representing the 
passion, the ames the 
love ye felt for each of 
those that ye lost, and 
as ye gather it remember 
their faces, their kisses. 


That eve as once again 

he poured over his tomes, 
she journied to the very 
center of the cavern. 
Taking with her a special 
vial he had created. 
Bravely she fought back 
the fire creatures. Till 
she found that which 
called to her, bending to 
the banks she lowered 

the vial to the lava as 
he had instructed 
watching as it “owed 
upwards into her hand. 


The heat was excruiating, 
it felt as if her skin 


would fall from it's 
bones. She stumbled back. 
The vial sealing it's self 
with magical incantation. 
Runes glowing along the 
Side of it, and she cried 
once more. Tears of 
rememberence. 

That night when he awoke 
she presented him with 

the vial, he drew her into 
his arms and professed 
once more his love for 
her. 

"I will never love another’ 
she replied, tears still 
showing in her bloodshot 
eyes. "I cannot bare the 
pain of yet another loss” 


4. 


"If I am lost it is by my 
own doing. If I am lost 
know that it was my 

time. Now rest Sarah, 

We journey to where the 
Four Winds meet 

tomorrow” 


And so she did, that eve 
her mind was consumed 

by images of the Devil 
Asmodeus and the Wizard 
locked in battle. Asmodeus 
laughing as the Wizard 
fell to his knees. A might 
sword lifted above his 
head, which he brought 
down swiftly. Sarah awoke 
with a scream, to a new 
days sun, and the face 

of the one she had begun 
to love. 


They packed their 
belongins a second time 
and across hills and 
mountains. Through great 
ravines and across 
stunning oceans they 


traveled once more. Till 
one afternoon they 
arrived in front of 
another cave. 


"Within lies the beasts of 
the Wind.” The Wizard 
whispered as he drew her 
close to him. From one 
of them ye must gather 
it's hide, And as ye do 
remember the bonds ye 
have forged in life. 
Remember the warmth ye 
felt in their arms as 
they blanketed ye. Once 
ye have gotten the hides 
bring them to me.” 


And the Wizard took to 
his rest once more. 


